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A Little Lesson 


Oh, he knew he'd been bad. Real bad. The previous night he'd refused to suck Dave's cock and, instead, he'd held 
the feisty redhead's mouth against his own groin. This morning he'd gotten a little too sassy for the already 
wounded Dave. Actually, yelling "Come on Mustaine, you loser" during the charity stair run they'd done the 
week before probably hadn't been the smartest idea either. Except that it had been true. He'd been at the top, 
having finished in a great record time, while Dave had lingered several floors beneath him, his earlier bravado 


that he was "going to whoop your ass, Junior" rapidly being sweated out. 


Which made David wonder why he'd been called into the studio office. He hadn't fucked up any of the 
recordings. Definitely hadn't hocked any of their gear. And most certainly would not defy anything Dave said 
once they walked through the studio door. 


Well, not today anyway. He'd already dented Dave's pride enough over the past several days without getting 


into a nose to nose argument about a chord progression. There were other days for that. 


Sitting on the couch, David gazed at the floor, idly picking at loose skin on his fingers. Ten years they'd been 
together. Ten years since they'd fallen into each others arms and never looked back. Yet never, in all those 


years, had Dave demanded a meeting in an office. Their meetings had always been held at home, either over a 


coffee, or a full on argument. They always ended the same way with them falling in to bed, arms and legs 


wrapped around one another and lips dusting kisses to tender skin. 


The door clicked open and he looked up as Dave strode in, the door swinging shut in his wake. His lover said 
nothing as he walked behind the desk and dropped himself into the large leather seat behind it. He flicked 
through the piles of paperwork, ignoring David. 


David felt his leg begin to twitch as the atmosphere changed, a heavy energy wrapping around him and settling 
like a weight in his soul. Bar Dave and himself, the studio was empty. There was no one else for the redhead to 


shout at. No one else for him to take out any aggression on 

Eventually, Dave stacked the piles of paper to one side and swept a hand over the desk. "Come here." 

Feeling his heart flutter, David stood before the great wooden work space. It had been one of Dave's choosing, 
shipped in especially for the recording. He'd wanted something to convey his power and standing. When he'd left 
the house after putting on his "power and standing" speech, David had howled with laughter. While Dave had a 
certain way with words, that one had been priceless. It had been the turning point for them both, Dave coming 


out with every more strange turns of phrase while David eagerly scribbled them in a notebook. One day, he'd 


promised, he'd turn them all into a song. 

Dave looked him up and down, eyes dark and distant. "Take your clothes off" 

David raised an eyebrow. So this was what he wanted? A bit of kinky play after hours? Chuckling, he happily 
obliged, kicking them to one side. Completely naked, and with his cock beginning to harden, he leaned on the desk, 
ass invitingly in the air. 

"Where do you want me?" 


It was Dave's turn to raise an eyebrow, the infamous sneer beginning to twist his upper lip. "Right there.’ 


He purred as Dave ran a hand along his body, caressing the dip of his back and squeezing the curve of his 
rear. The hand paused on his ass, fingers gently stroking. 


"Damn, you've got such a fine ass." 


David smiled to himself, the feelings of dread fading away. Dave didn't want to shout and berate him. No, he 


just wanted to play, wanted to have some fun, obviously too horny to wait until they reached home. 


The hand disappeared and David howled as it slapped his backside. He went to pull himself upright but Dave held 
him down, one hand planted firmly in the small of David's back. 


"Yeah, you've got a really fine ass, Junior. And it's been begging me to spank it. Gonna give you ten right here 
with you bent sexily over the desk, and ten bent over my knee like the naughty boy you are." 


He could feel the redness rising to his face, and he squirmed beneath Dave's strong hold. Now he knew what 
this was about. It wasn't just a game, wasn't just about having a bit of fun It was revenge, about healing the 
wounds he'd left in Dave's soul. 

"I'm sorry," he murmured, head coming to rest on the desk. 

"What for?" 

SLAP! 


Rearing back, David howled, the heat racing through his body. He could feel every stinging finger, and it wasn't 
like he had an aversion to a little spanking. He just preferred it to be a little more tender. 


"What for, Junior?! What for?!" 

SLAP! 

Again he cried out, the slaps far harder than what he was normally used to. 

"ll tell you what for! Humiliating me in public." 

SLAP! 

"Forcing me in to oral sex." 

SLAP! 

"Back chatting me." 

SLAP! 

‘I'm sorry!" David howled, hands pressed to the desk and forcing himself upwards. Another slap landed against 
his rump, the red-hot pain becoming almost too much to bear. Each one had landed in the same place, 
intensifying the feeling. 


"Sorry? You're sorry?!" Dave cackled. "Love it when you say that. Love it when you beg me." Dave's voice 


became a deep purr. "Love it when you bow down before me." 
SLAP! 


Gripping the desk, David growled, the pain beginning to ebb. 


"You know your place, Junior. Always known it. Why can't you just stay there?" 
SLAP! 
"Answer mel" 


Panting, he rested his forehead against the desk, drawing in deep breaths and steadying his rising pulse. There 
were times when Dave angered him, pushed his buttons, wanting a reaction. There had been times when David 
had responded, had flown at Dave fists and harsh words flying. Now was one of those times. Dave wanted him 


to respond, wanted the attention, whether it was negative or not. 


David's chuckle was deep and husky as he lifted his head. Looking over his shoulder, he sneered at Dave. "Oh, | 
know my place all right. But you know what?" 


"What?" Dave's eyes had become wide, almost innocent, as if he feared what he would hear. 
‘It's fun to defy you." 


Dave let out a deep, war-like cry, his hand pressing David back to the desk. He didn't feel the last two slaps, 


his manic laughter drowning the noise and the pain. 


He was drawn from the desk and in to strong arms, his laughter fading away. Gazing into Dave's face, he took 
in the look of serenity, the one which said that whatever beast had reared its ugly head had been fed. The 
hands caressed his body, taking in the firm lines and taut skin. Beneath their touches, David was a pussycat, 
willing to give in, to bend to whatever whim drove Dave. Fingers crawled up to his throat, tipping his head to 
the side as lips began to kiss and suckle his skin 


‘| love you, Junior. Love it when surrender to me. Love it when you give yourself over to me. ‘cause you know 


Ill never hurt you. Will never make you bleed. Will always protect you." 


They settled on the couch, David stretched over over his lover's knees, hands and feet firmly planted on the 
floor. It was a position he loved, one which made him feel both safe and sexual, a being who was loved and 
adored and who could bring the best from the person who was preparing to torment him. Carefully he 
readjusted himself so that his ass was perfectly presented. Just the way Dave liked it. 


The punishment and humiliation was over and it was time to allow himself to do as Dave had asked and give 
himself over to the man who professed his love. Dave's hands stroked him, cupping his buttocks and fingering 
the fading marks. The pain of the punishment was fading into something more pleasurable, the wandering hands 


only adding to the growing ache. 


Sighing, David savoured the more gentle spanks, pressing himself to Dave's denim-clad knees. His cock began to 
swell, teased by the texture of the fabric and the swatting fingers. He purred and mewled, begging for release 
in between each tantalizing spank. Softly he begged Dave to hit him harder, to add the pain to his pleasure. 


Whether Dave heard him or not, he didn't know. Instead, his boyfriend kept up the gentle rhythm, laying a 
cracking spank to one of his cheeks before leaving him to pant and whine. The cruel fingers slid between his 
buttocks, ghosting over his sensitive, puckered hole, before playing with his tight balls. Red pain had turned to 


a haze of bliss, pushing him closer to the moment it would end. 

"Please." he softly begged. 

Lips kissed the back of his neck. "Please, what?" 

Gasping, David pressed himself closer, languidly rubbing himself against Dave's rapidly tightening groin 
"Please, let me come." 


The lips nipped at his neck, and another sensual spark was placed against his rear. Nothing was said and David 
gave a low whine, his body tightening. 


"Please..." 


Another spank cracked against his skin and he mewled. Teasingly slow, a finger eased its way into him, moving 
back and forth before finding the spot which pushed him over the edge. Curling his fingers into the carpet, he 
pressed himself down against the invading finger, groaning as another joined it, the assault on his senses 
overwhelming. Sweat beaded along his forehead, temporarily blinding him, but he didn't care. He was close, so 


very close, the feelings building, threatening to break free at any moment. 


Another hand pressed into the small of his back, giving him the extra friction he needed and, a second later, 
David trembled, body unwinding and giving way as he came against the cruel fabric. The fingers kept up their 
onslaught, overpowering his senses. Rocking his hips, David cried and begged, calling to Dave and murmuring his 


thanks. 


Sliding to the floor, he knelt before Dave and unbuttoned his jeans. Easing them down, he freed his lover's 

swollen cock and wrapped his lips around it. Gently he began to suck, mouth sliding along it, tongue tracing the 
thick, throbbing veins. Above him, Dave groaned, hands twisting into David's hair and pushing his mouth down 
on to his erection. David grinned and tightened his throat; he couldn't think of a better way to say thank you. 


